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Happy  Fucking  Holidays! 


Who  would  have  thought  that  fictional  characters  could  be  so  mean ? 

Anne  Murray  Grows  Tired  Of  Christmas  Cheer, 
Changes  Lyric  Of  Favourite  Christmas  Tune 


Fruitcake  Explained 

ToikeLabs 

We  at  ToikeLabs  in  the 
McLennan  Physical  Laboratories  have 
been  debating  our  contribution  to  the 
December  Toike.  Many  of  you  will 
recall  the  “properties  of  pudding  at 
absolute  zero”  fiasco  that  occurred  in 
the  November  issue,  and  we  felt  we 
should  prove  ourselves  with  a truly  fan- 
tastic article.  We’ve  found  it:  we’re 
going  to  explain  the  phenomenal  prop- 
erties of  Fruitcake  in  terms  of  special 
relativity. 

“ This  can  only  mean  one 
thing:  Fruitcakes 

travel  at  nearly  the 
speed  of  light.  ” 

First  we  must  be  satisfied  that 
negligible  quantum  effects  apply  to  the 


Yule  Shocker: 
Santa  Arrested 

In  the  early  hours  of  De- 
cember 25th,  police  arrested  a Mr. 
Kris  “Santa  Claus”  Kringle.  The 
Pilsners,  homeowners  of263  Sunny 
Side  Drive,  caught  Mr.  Kringle  at- 
tempting to  break  into  their  home  by 
climbing  through  their  exterior  gas  fire- 
place vent. 

“Ma  in  her  kerchief  and  I in  my 
cap  had  just  settled  in  fora  long  win- 
ter’s nap,"  said  Mr.  Pilsner.  “When 
out  on  the  lawn  there  arose  such  a clat- 
ter, I sprang  from  my  bed  to  see  what 
was  the  matter.  Away  to  the  window  I 
flew  like  a flash,  tore  open  the  shutters 
and  threw  up  the  sash.  And  what  to 
my  wondering  eyes  should  appear,  but 
a fat  pedophile  trying  to  squeeze  his 
way  into  a three-inch  diameter  galva- 
nized pipe.  He  had  all  these  funky 
horse  thingies  with  him  too  - he  was 
definitely  a piece  of  work  that  one.” 

Upon  spotting  the  intruder,  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Pilsner  were  quick  to  react. 
“That  mofo  Kringle  didn’t  stand  a 
chance,”  stated  Mr.  Pilsner.  “1  ran  out 
there  quick  and  got  him  in  a headlock. 
He  started  shouting  ‘Ho  Ho  Ho’  - call- 
ing all  of  his  whores  in  street  slang,  no 
doubt.  Then  Ma  came  around  with  the 
.22,  and  the  fight  was  pretty  much  over 
from  then.  Sure  he  struggled  a bit,  but 
when  you  take  one  look  at  Ma  holding 
a high-powered  ri  fie  in  her  nightie,  the 
fight  leaves  you  faster  than  flying  mon- 
keys.” 

“He  started  shouting 
‘Ho  Ho  Ho  ’ - calling  all 
of  his  whores  in  street 
slang,  no  doubt.  ” 

The  Police  performed  a search 
of  Mr.  Kringle’s  person  and  his  ex- 
travagant ‘sleigh’  (a  modified,  reindeer- 
powered,  pimped-out  Cadillac)  and 
found  an  astonishing  assortment  of 
shiny  new  toys.  “Yup,  this  guy’s  defi- 
nitely a pedophile  - giving  toys  to  kids 
to  win  their  favour  is  just  sick,  in  my 
opinion  and  besides,  Colin  says  he’s 
over-sexed,”  said  Sgt.  Cox.  “We’re 
going  to  take  this  guy  and  throw  the 
book  at  him,  and  then  we're  going  to 
charge  him  with  pedophilia  and  break 
and  enter.” 

(This  wasn’t  about  that  kind  of  shocker) 


Toike  (Somewhere  in  Nova  Scotia) 
Canada’s  favourite  crooner  announced 
early  today  that  she  wants  “to  give  the 
finger  to  the  Christmas  season.”  The 
surprise  decision  apparently  came  af- 
ter her  niece  asked  for  a Roger 
Whittaker  album  for  her  stocking,  not 
the  album  of  Murray’s  newest  Christ- 
mas tunes. 

“Basically  I want  to  give  the 
whole  fucking  season  the  finger,”  said 
an  outraged  Murray.  "That  bastard 
Whittaker  has  taken  all  the  Smarmy 
Christmas  Cheer  market.  I’ll  have  to 
punk  out  like  k.d.  or  something  in  or- 
der to  make  any  money  at  all  this  year. 
There  go  my  long  term  goals  of  own- 
ing the  Maple  Leafs  and  conquering  the 
world  through  song  like  Kenny 
Rogers.” 

“In  fact.  I’m  going  to  change  the 
lyrics  of  my  favourite  Christmas  song 


‘Christmas  in  Killamey’  from  ‘It  s 
Christmas  in  Killamey  with  all  of  the 
folks  at  home’  to  ‘It’s  Christmas  in 
Killamey  with  all  of  the  lying, 
backstabbing  SOBs  at  home.’  This 
whole  season  is  really  starting  to  piss 
me  right  the  fuck  off.” 

“This  whole  season  is 
really  starting  to  piss  me 
right  the  fuck  off.  ” 

Other  Canadian  music  stars  are 
feeling  the  anti-Christmas  blues  this 
year,  too.  Rita  ’Larger  Than  Life' 
McNeil  was  quoted  as  saying  "I  think 
I’m  going  to  take  on  those  American 
assholes  in  a giant  sumo-style  wrestling 
competition.  They’re  really  starting  to 
piss  me  and  my  good-natured  Nova 
Scotian  ideals  rightthe  fuck  off.” 


Fruitcake  system.  It  is  a relatively 
massive  object  - heavier  than  most 
dogs,  in  fact.  And  while  it  does  tend 
to  melt  at  extremely  high  temperatures, 
it  seems  to  behave  classical  laws  of 
physics  at  STP.  There  is  the  interest- 
ing quantum  phenomenon  of  the  ‘Fruit- 
cake-wave’,  but  it  only  occurs  when 
the  researchers  are  under  extreme  du- 
ress and  are  very  hungry. 

The  most  interesting  property  of 
the  Fruitcake  system  is  its  ability  to 
completely  disappear  immediately  af- 
ter the  Christmas  holiday  - it  cannot 
be  found  in  homes,  on  store  shelves, 
under  beds,  in  freezers,  etc.  This  can 
only  mean  one  thing:  Fruitcakes  travel 
at  nearly  the  speed  of  light.  This  also 
explains  the  fruitcake’s  sudden  appear- 
ance a cosmic  microsecond  before 
Christmas. 

Continued  Inside  This  Issue 

Correction: 

The  Cover  Story  "Legend  Of 
...”  in  the  October  edition  of 
the  Toike  Oike  (volume  95, 
issue  2)  was  a chronicle  of 
real  events  as  they  happened 
and  was  not  intended  to 
marginalize  any  group  or  to 
make  any  student  feel 
alienated  in  any  way. 

If  you  have  any  questions  or 
would  like  any  further 
clarification,  please  contact 
the  Engineering  Society  (416) 
978-2917. 


On  the  first  day  of  Christmas  my  true  love  gave  to  me  a hardhat  on  a greasepole 
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A guy  came  in  looking  for 
an  animal. 

An  animal  he  wanted  - Adam’s 
Mom  he  got. 

Special  Thanks  To 

The  Von  Trapp  Family  Singers, 
Anne  Murray,  Roger  Whittaker, 
and  my  mom's  Turkey.  Without 
them,  the  seaon  wouldn’t  seem 
complete. 

The  Toike  Oike  Is... 

A humorous  newspaper  associ- 
ated with  the  University  of  To- 
ronto Engineering  Society.  It 
wishes  to  whish  you  and  your  a 
happy  f! ing  holiday  season. 


Disclaimer 

The  Toike  Oike  is  a humorous 
newspaper.  If  you  do  not  share 
its  sense  of  humour,  you  are  more 
than  welcome  to  stop  reading  and 
seek  a full  refund  of  what  you  paid 
for  it  (nothing).  The  opinions 
contained  in  these  hallowed  pages 
do  not  necessarily  represent  those 
of  the  University  of  Toronto,  its 
Engineering  Society,  our  very 
kind  sponsors,  contributors,  or 
anyone  in  general. 

Unless  noted  to  the  contrary, 
all  names  have  been  changed  to 
shield  the  unwitting  from  the  im- 
mediate celebrity  status  real  news- 
paper coverage  brings  to  normal 
people  and  engineers. 

If  you  feel  you  can  write  bet- 
ter material  than  my  all  star  team 
of  monkeys,  feel  free  to  do  so  and 
send  it  to  me  when  you're  done. 


The  Toike  Oike  Non- 
Denominational  Festive 
Season  Postcard 

Just  cut  out  the  rectangle  below  to  make  your  own  Toike  Oike  Fes- 
tive Season  postcard.  It’s  a bit  weak,  so  you  may  want  to  add  a cardboard 
backing.  Send  it  to  your  friends.  Send  it  to  your  enemies.  It’s  the  perfect 
way  to  express  the  extent  of  your  holiday  cheer. 

Simply  put,  “it’s  a good  thing.” 


Go  diva 

Week  Hardhat  Competition 

Hey  Flrosh,  start  decorating  you  hardhats 
now.  January  might  seem  like  a long  ways 
away,  but  it's  not.  The  way  to  win  the  com- 
petition is  by  making  incredible  hardhats 
or  by  giving  really  good  bribes  to  the  judges. 
Don't  forget  that  the  winners  this  year  are 
the  judges  (bribe  receivers)  for  next  year. 
The  Judges: 

Duncan  Rowe  - Likes  Rye 
Don  McAuslan  - Likes  Vodka 
John  Pazzelli  - Like  Blue  Caracao 
Other  good  bribes  include  (but  are  not  limited  to): 
food  that  is  tasty  but  difficult  to  find,  money,  etc. 


Trixie  Shares 
Her  Sexy  OT 1 
Christmas  List 

It's  that  time  of  year,  when  the  toike 
editurd  hunts  you  down  and  demands 
that  you  write  an  article  with  a 
Christmas  theme.  Pathetically  whin- 
ing that  if  you  don't  he's  going  to  have 
to  fill  the  whole  toike  with  those 
toiking  pages  and  you're  going  to 
spend  the  next  two  weeks  covered 
in  newsprint. 

But  ifyou're  like  me,  you're  too  busy 
walking  to  some  dumb  artsie  class 
the  faculty  made  you  take  on  the 
other  side  of  campus,  working  on  your 
theory  that  everything  in  engineering 
can  be  related  to  S&M  (why  else 
would  the  cannon  guard  be  chained 
together)  to  write  an  article.  So  instead, 
here's  my  Christmas  wish  list. 

Trixie's  Christmas  wish  list: 

1 . Someone  who  thinks  the  cartoons 
in  the  toike  are  funny. 

2.  A pink  calculator  with  scientific 
functions. 

3.  A cocker  spanial  named  Pongo. 

4.  Coveralls  that  do  something  for 
my  cleavage. 

5.  Someone  who  wants  to  pay  $5  to 
get  into  suds  and  listen  to  shitty  mu- 
sic by  DJ  Flrosh. 

6.  A Wooden  Aboriginal  Carving. 

7.  Never,  ever  again  to  see  nearly 
naked  losers  on  the  cover  of  the 
toike. 

8.  For  the  couple  who  always  man- 
ages to  sit  in  the  row  in  front  of  me 
to  stop  making  out  in  class.  • If  I 
wanted  to  see  that,  I'd  be  at  home 
watching  the  Playboy  channel. 

9.  A passing  grade  in  Calculus. 

10.  A snow  day.  Preferably  when  I 
have  Calculus. 


“If  I wanted  to  see  that, 
I'd  be  at  home  watching 
the  Playboy  channel.  ” 


11.  Just  once  for  one  of  the  troll  men 
who  work  at  Active  Suiplus  to  be  nice 
tome. 

12.  Decent  coffee  in  the  Atrium. 

13.  More  tables  (and  more  grass)  in 
the  Atrium. 

14.  Skule  thong  underwear.  Why 
stores  isn’t  selling  this  obvious  money 
maker  is  a mystery  to  me. 

So  have  a Merry  Fucking  Christmas 
- hopefully  with  an  emphasis  on 
fucking 
love, 

Trixie 

Send  Trixie  an  e-mail: 
trixie_baby@hotmail.com 


On  the  second  day  of  Christmas  my  true  love  gave  to  me  two  shots  of  vodka 
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How  To  Make  Your  Classmates  Think  You’re  Smart 


From  Toike  Goes  To 
Waterloo,  Page  10 

had  been  fooled,  the  pig-tailed 
EDCUM  girl  was  quoted  as  yelling 
into  her  cell  phone,  “I  originally 
started  following  those  three  guys 
because  they  didn't  look  like  geeks, 
so  they  stood  out.  Then,  all  of  a sud- 
den these  popular  Toikes  started  ap- 
pearing out  of  nowhere!!!  The  peo- 
ple that  are  distributing  them  must 
be  shape  shifters!  If  it  were  those 
guys,  we  would  have  recognized 
them!  They  didn’t  have  backpacks  or 
anything.  But  it’s  like  they’ve 
blended  into  the 

walls. . .they’re...like...like. . .invisible! !” 

The  three  undetectable 
mailmen  made  it  home  safely  later 
that  night. 

It  wasn’t  until  several  days 
later  that  the  Toike  staff  realized  that 
they  forgot  to  account  for  something 
in  their  aggressive  strategy  to  in- 
crease readership.  Most  Waterlosers 
can’t  read  and  were  unable  to  enjoy 
their  new  and  better  newspaper. 

See  you  at  Jungle  Fever. 


Susan  Hogle:  Super  Genius 

One  of  the  most  important  les- 
sons you  will  learn  in  school,  is  how 
to  look  smart.  The  uses  for  this  skill 
are  boundless;  from  school  to  work 
you  will  never  tire  of  it.  Those  of  us 
who  look  smart  always  have  the  first 
choice  in  lab  partners,  design  groups, 
and  study  sessions.  When  you  even- 
tually graduate,  this  skill  will  continue 
to  provide  you  with  benefits.  Your 
coworkers  and  supervisors  will  favor 
you,  and  you  can  always  get  out  of  tax- 
ing projects.  Follow  these  tips  and  you 
too  can  ride  the  easy  train. 

1 .  Always  look  interested,  but 
don’t  be  too  keen:  When  you  sit  in 
class,  chose  a seat  when  you  have  a 
clean  view  of  the  prof.,  while  still  re- 
taining a small  amount  of  privacy. 
This  will  allow  you  to  appear  inter- 
ested, but  provide  you  with  space  to 
nod  off  if  it  gets  too  dull.  You  may 
want  to  invest  in  a good  pair  of 
‘homer  glasses’.  When  taking  notes, 
look  deeply  at  the  board,  nod  every 
now  and  then  in  agreement,  and  most 
importantly  avoid  looking  confused, 
even  when  you  feel  like  a York  stu- 
dent in  a think  tank.  If  the  prof,  tells 
a joke,  don’t  laugh  out  loud,  but 


smirk  and  nod:  this  is  intellectual 
humor.  The  key  is  not  to  be  too  keen. 
You  know  those  people  in  the  front 
row?  They’re  not  smart,  they  just 
have  their  nose  up  the  profs  ass, 
everyone  knows  that.  You  have  to  ap- 

“You  know  those  people 
in  the  front  row? 
They  ’re  not  smart , they 
just  have  their  nose  up 
the  prof’s  ass.  ” 

pear  like  you’re  smart,  but  not  trying 
to  look  smart,  if  you  know  what  I 
mean. 

2.  Never  appear  stressed  out: 
When  you  walk  into  exams  never 
carry  your  notes;  this  is  a sign  of  in- 
security. Instead,  stroll  in  at  exactly 
9 minutes  after.  Take  out  1 pen  1 
pencil  and  a calculator  if  you  must. 
Sit  silently  and  either  appear  to  be 
thinking  intently,  or  read  something 
unrelated  to  the  exam  (or  quiz,  it 
works  for  both). 

If  it  is  at  all  possible  to  leave  early, 
do  it.  Fussing  for  45  minutes  over 
some  simple  addition  isn’t  going  to 


help  you,  so  get  out  of  there  and 
make  everybody  else  worry  about 
why  the  hell  they’re  not  finished  yet. 

3.  Never  ‘settle  down’:  If 
someone  asks  you  to  join  their  team, 
always  ask  for  their  take  on  the 
project.  Tell  them  that  you  were 
thinking  of  taking  a different  ap- 
proach to  the  project,  and  that  maybe 
they  should  re-think  their  idea.  Tell 
them  to  get  back  to  you  when  you’ve 
both  thought  it  over  a little  more. 

4.  Never  answer  questions 
straight  out:  If  someone  asks  you 
how  to  do  a certain  question,  don’t 
tell  him.  Refer  them  to  pages  out  of 
a textbook,  preferably  not  the  one  for 
the  course.  Suggest  certain  theorems 
that  might  be  helpful  in  answering  the 
question.  If  they  insist  on  getting  a 
straight  answer,  tell  them  that  if  you 
give  them  the  answer,  it  won’t  be 
helping  either  of  you  to  leant  the 
material. 

Be  aware  that  there  are  many 
other  ways  to  ‘appear  smart’,  these 
arejustguidelines.  Try  them  out  and 
see  what  works  for  you. 


Susan  Hogle  is  an  x-/Vsci  “smart  per- 
son ” at  the  University  of  Toronto. 


Canals  Favourite  Vv/inter  Activity 


by Kevin  Au  & Pap l Dabrowski 


S?on  I_v  s,  trts  CR04E. 
s-nwie  effect  w«ew 
CoMftiMep  w/  Bees. 


KIDS!  TRY 
THIS 

AT  HOME! 


On  the  third  day  of  Christmas  my  true  love  gave  to  me  three  french  maids 
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Signs  You’ve  Played 
Too  Many  Computer 
Games 

Diable-Aditya  Kaul  Comp  OTS 
Hey  there  computer  game  fans!! 
Playing  computer  games  is  the  fa- 
vourite pastime  of  many  of  us.  But 
you  know  you’ve  been  playing  far 
too  many  computer  games  when... 

1 .Your  monitor  overheats  and  ex- 
plodes. 

2. You  go  through  the  streets  kick- 
ing garbage  cans  down  just  to  see  if 
it  contains  “goodies”  i.e.  weapons, 
gold,  ammunition,  armour  etc. 

3.  You  show  off  your  new  $250  chain 
and  claim  it  has  a 50%  chance  of 
getting  girls  and  adds  to  your  maxi- 
mum hair  colour. 

4. You  run  around  in  Downtown  To- 
ronto with  30,000  gold  coins  search- 
ing for  a chest  labelled  "Private 
Stash." 

5. You  keep  trying  to  pick  things  up 
by  walking  over  them. 

6. You  feel  lousy  and  look  down  for 
the  status  bar. 

7. You  look  for  the  spacebar  when 
you  approach  a door. 

8.  You  don’t  worry  so  much  about 
getting  hurt  since  you  can  always 
pick  up  a health-pack. 

9.  Watching  someone  come  out  of  an 
elevator  makes  your  mouse  finger 
twitch. 

1 0.  You  push  on  the  walls  as  you  walk 
down  the  hall  looking  for  secret  en- 
trances. 

1 1 .You  lend  to  strafe  while  entering 
a door  or  an  elevator. 


"Have  Your 
Written  For 
The  Toike  At 
All  This  Year? 
• • • 

Didn’t  Think 
So,  Bizitch.” 
- Don 
McAuslan 
Toike  Editor 


NSci  Dinner  Dance  Deemed  "Cultish  At  Best” 


Toike  Staff  (Arcadian  Court) 

The  0T1  NSci  Dinner  Dance 
ended  like  many  before  - with  Prof. 
Dmitrevsky  stealing  both  the  show 
and  several  girlfriends.  It  was  a veri- 
table orgy  of  geekyness,  food  and 
drunken  NScis. 


There  were  two  big  questions 
the  Toike  had  after  experiencing  the 
posh  “geeks  night  out”  at  the 
Arcadian  Court.  One,  how  does  one 
make  a giant,  Pi-shaped  ice  sculp- 
ture? And  two,  how  does 
Dmitrevsky  stay  so  limber?  Some 
say  the  answer  lies  in  the  consump- 
tion of  large  quantities  of  free  alco- 
hol. Many  say  Dmitrevsky  cannot 
become  intoxicated,  no  matter  how 
many  triple  scotches  he  is  fed.  Oth- 
ers claim  he’s  been  in  a continuously 
drunken  state  for  forty  years.  No 
matter  what  the  answer,  it  helps  him 
pick  up  chicks,  and  that  all  that  re- 
ally matters. 

The  general  concensus  was 
that  the  night  was  basically  perfect. 
Said  one  Nsci  “tonight  was  nearly 
flawless.  I’d  say  the  entropy  of  the 
entire  evening  was  less  than  that  of  a 
diamond  near  absolute  zero.” 

Rock  on  NScis,  rock  on. 


First  Year  Class  At  Guelph 


On  the  fourth  day  of  Christmas  my  true  love  gave  to  me  four  Cannon  guards 
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Toike  Comics 
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For  some  reason,  I find 
this  well-drawn  (even 
shaded!)  car 
intrinsically  interesting 
and  funny.  If  you 
don’t  like  it,  that’s 
just  soggy  nachos  for 
you.  


On  the  fifth  day  of  Christmas  my  true  love  gave  to  me  five  Waterlooser  hardhats 
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Linear  Algebra  Professors  Forego  Traditional 
Exams,  Jump  Straight  To  Death  Matches 


Susan  Hogle  (TIT) 

In  a surprise  move  this  year. 
Professors  Lorimer  and  D'Eleuterio 
of  MAT  1 85F,  first  year  engineering 
science  Linear  Algebra  have  decided 
to  skip  the  traditional  written  exam 
and  go  straight  to  the  death  matches. 
The  decision  was  announced  late  last 
week  and  comes  as  a happy  shock 
to  most  students.  When  asked  why 
they  have  decided  to  break  tradition 
this  year.  Professor  D'Eleuterio  com- 
mented that  ''In  the  past  we  have 
found  that  students  have  had  too 
much  trouble  with  this  exam,  and  we 
wanted  to  lighten  up  their  holiday 
workload.  Since  half  of  them  will 
fail  anyways,  it  is  much  quicker  and 
easier  to  just  go  straight  to  one  on 
one  fights  to  the  death." 

This  year,  the  "exam"  will  start 
at  6:00  am  on  the  last  Friday  of  ex- 
ams, so  that  the  Flrosh  have  a chance 
to  at  least  attempt  their  other  exams. 
Students  will  be  expected  to  be  at 
SF  1013  with  their  weapon  on  choice 
no  later  than  6:00  or  they  will  be  dis- 
qualified, and  automatically  sent  to 
Indy.  The  exam  will  be  set  in  a 


"thunderdome"  style.  For  those  of 
you  not  familiar  with  Mel  Gibson's 
breakthrough  performance  in  Mad 
Max,  1 will  explain.  It's  very  simple: 
two  will  enter,  one  will  leave.  There 


Rugby:  Close  Enough  To  A Death 
Match  For  Most  People 


will  be  various  weapons  placed 
around  the  room,  including,  but  not 
limited  to:  T2-57a  advanced  math 
calculators,  rolled  up  newspapers 
(not  this  one  of  course)  and  mallets 
with  boxing  gloves  on  springs  inside. 
Students  will  be  tethered  by  elastics 
to  opposite  sides  of  the  room,  and 
must  reach  their  weapon  of  choice 
and  destroy  their  opponent  before  he/ 
she  does  the  same.  Apparently,  the 
pairing  of  the  students  will  be  based 


on  their  combined  mid-term  grades. 
Highest  combined  grade  versus  low- 
est combined  grade,  second  highest 
versus  second  lowest,  etc  etc. 

When  asked  if  he  felt  that  per- 
haps this  competition  was  just  a lit- 
tle to  strenuous  for  first  year  stu- 
dents, Professor  Lorimer  commented 
that  "This  can  be  no  more  stressful 
than  our  usual  testing  procedures.  In 
fact  I feel  that  students  will  have  a 
greater  sense  of  safety  with  this  com- 
petition that  our  regular  exam.  There 
will  be  doctors  on  hand  for  the  end 
of  each  match  to  attempt  to  revive 
each  student.  1 think  our  success  rate 
this  year  might  be  the  highest  ever!" 

Just  like  bridge  crushing,  and 
second  year  design  crushing,  I mean 
observing,  you  will  be  able  to  observe 
this  event  in  its  entirety.  Tickets  are 
only  $10.00,  and  that  includes  a 
hotdog  and  a beer.  Tickets  will  be 
on  sale  in  EngSoc  starting  the  end  of 
November.  Of  course  seats  are  lim- 
ited so  buy  yours  early  to  avoid  be- 
ing left  out.  No  photographic  equip- 
ment, our  audio  recording  devices 
will  be  allowed  in  the  room  for  the 
sake  of  the  competitors. 


A Skule 

Christmas 

Story 

To  ike  Staff 

'Twas  the  night  before  Christ- 
mas, when  all  through  the  Skule  Not 
a creature  was  stirring,  not  even  a 
mule;  The  stockings  were  hung  by 
the  atrium  with  care,  In  hopes  that 
SUDS  soon  would  be  opening  there; 

The  engineers  were  passed- 
out,  drunk  out  of  their  heads.  With 
visions  of  strippers  dancing  on  their 
beds;  And  Adam's  Mom  in  her 
spandex  thong  and  I in  my  cap,  Had 
just  settled  down  for  a brief  exam- 
period  nap, 

When  out  on  the  street  there 
arose  such  a noise,  I sprang  from  the 
bed  to  summon  my  boys.  Away  to 
the  jimmied  door  I flew  like  a flash. 
Tore  open  the  shutters  and  threw  out 
my  stash. 

The  moon  on  the  ice  of  the 
new-fallen-but-now-melted  snow 
Gave  the  lustre  of  mid-day  to  the 
campus  below,  When,  what  to  my 
wondering  eyes  should  appear,  But 
a well-crafted  sleigh,  and  eight 
Continued  On  The  Next  Page 


Note:  This  Is  A Real  Ad 


A great  Bookstore...  and  so  much  more! 


Tired  of  Places  That  Have 

Turned  Their  Backs  on  Service? 

Come  to  the  l of  T Bookstore  Instead? 

We  Have: 

A Canada  Post  Authorized  Postal  Office 

where  you  can  buy  your  stamps  and  money  orders, 
and  mail  your  letters  and  packages 

A Full  Service 

In  House  Computer  Repair  Department 

where  we’ll  fix  your  MAC’S  and  PC’s  for 
one  of  the  best  hourly  rates  in  town 

The  Best  Books  Special  Orders 
Department  in  Toronto 

whether  it’s  from  a small  press  or  another  country, 
if  it’s  in  print,  we’ll  find  it  for  you 
and  ship  it  to  your  door 


University  of  Toronto  Bookstores 

214  College  St.,  Toronto 
(416)  978-7900  for  more  information 

www.uoftbookstore.com 


On  the  sixth  day  of  Christmas 


Merry  Christmas  From  The 
Drunken  Karaoke  Fiends 


Something  that  we  often  forget  during  the 
Fesitive  Non-Denominational  Season  is  the  importance 
of  Karaoke  - especially  Drunken  Karaoke.  Please, 
participate  in  this  most  fun  of  Festive  Traditions. 

Remember,  Karaoke  was  the  bane  of  Scrooge, 
and  he  was  visited  by  scary  ghosts  on  Christmas  Eve 
until  the  sheer  bliss  of  Karaoke  warmed  the  old 
mizer’s  heart.  It’s  a very  powerful  thing  - it  saved  Tiny 
Tim. 

Karaoke  also  featured  heavily  in  the  Biblical  story 
of  Christmas  (if  you  happen  to  share  in  this  particluar 
belief  system).  Was  it  not,  after  all,  the  angel  that 
brough  messages  of  love,  peace  and  drunken  song 
when  she  said  to  the  shepards  in  their  fields  by  night: 
"Unto  you  a child  is  born.  Now  take  up  the  holy 
microphone  and  with  this  pint  of  Angelic  Ale,  sing.” 

While  some  of  you  will  be  with  family  and  friends 
for  the  winter  break,  we’ll  be  where  we  always  are, 
at  O’Grady’s  with  the  creepy  Karaoke  guy,  downing 
pints  of  ale  and  singing  until  we  think  we  can  speak 
foreign  languages  fluently.  - Love  from  the  DKF 


my  true  love  gave  to  me  six  hoes  a laying 
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For  information  call  978-5581 


Looking  For 
A Good  Time? 
Call  978-2222 


Happy  Non-Denominational  Festive  Season  - The  Mice 


Temporary  Lubricant  Shortage: 
Eng.  Sci.  Midterms  to  Blame 


Skule  Christmas 
Story  - From  The 
Previous  Page 

hardhat-ed  engineers. 

With  a big  strapping  cheif,  so 
lively  and  free,  1 knew  in  a moment 
it  must  be  St.  Two  Six  Three.  More 
rapid  than  high-frequency  sinusoids 
his  coursers  they  came,  And  he 
turned  on  a megaphone  and  called 
them  by  name; 

"Now,  You!  now,  You!  now. 
You  and  Yous  Guys!  On,  You!  on 
You!  on,  You  and  Yous  Guys!  To 
the  top  of  SanFlem!  to  the  top  of 
the  wall!  Now  the  mice  are  coming! 
Run  away,  run  away  all!" 

As  dry  leaves  that  before  the 
leaf  blower  fly,  When  they  meet  with 
a mulcher,  mount  to  the  sky,  So  up 
to  the  rooftops  the  engineers  they 
flew.  With  the  sleigh  full  of  presents, 
and  St.  Two  Six  Three  too. 

And  then,  in  a twinkling,  I 
heard  on  the  roof , The  prancing  and 
pawing  of  each  steel-toed  boot.  As 
I drew  in  my  hand,  and  was  turning 
around,  Down  the  chimney  St.  Two 
Six  Three  came  with  a bound. 

He  was  dressed  in  coveralls. 


The  discovery  that  Fruitcake 
travels  at  nearly  the  speed  of  light  has 
some  very  interesting  and  testable  cor- 
ollaries. It  explains  the  fruitcake’s  ex- 
treme density  as  the  mass  of  the  ob- 
ject increases  and  its  size  decreases 
exponentially  at  theNatural  Fruitcake 
Speed  (NFS  is  approximately  the 
speed  of  light).  It  also  explains  the 
cataclysmic  effects  experienced  by  the 
receiver  of  Fruitcake  if  he  or  she  ever 
tries  to  eat  it.  Naturally,  the  Fruitcake 
must  decelerate  from  NFS  to  nearly  a 
standstill.  This  will  wreak  havoc  on 


from  his  head  to  his  foot.  And  his 
clothes  were  all  tarnished  with  ashes 
and  soot;  A knapsack  of  presents  he 
had  flung  on  his  back,  And  he  looked 
like  a pawn-broker  just  opening  his 
rack. 

His  eyes  — how  they  twinkled! 
his  dimples  how  merry!  His  cheeks 
were  well-hidden,  his  nose  like  a 
cherry!  Most  of  his  face  was  masked 
by  a kerchief,  tied  with  a bow.  And 
the  logo  on  his  back  was  as  white  as 
the  snow; 

His  Leatherman  was  held  tight 
in  its  sheath,  And  the  end  of  his 
rappelling  line  encircled  him  like  a 
wreath;  A wink  of  his  eye  and  a twist 
of  his  head,  Soon  gave  me  to  know  I 
had  nothing  to  dread; 

He  spoke  not  a word,  but  went 
straight  to  his  work.  And  filled  all  the 
stockings;  then  turned  with  a jerk, 
And  laying  his  finger  aside  of  his  nose, 
And  giving  a nod,  up  the  chimney  he 
rose; 

He  sprang  to  his  sleigh,  to  his 
team  gave  a whistle.  And  away  they 
all  flew  like  the  down  of  a thistle.  But 
I heard  him  exclaim,  when  he  began 
driving,  "HAPPY  F!ING  CHRIST- 
MAS TO  ALL,  AND  WE  ARE 
WATCHING!" 


even  the  strongest  person’s  digestive 
system. 

Further  testing  was  required, 
however,  to  answer  the  most  puzzling 
question  of  “what  happens  to  Fruitcake 
when  it  surpasses  the  speed  of  light?” 
To  find  the  solution  we  took  several 
samples  of  Fruitcake  to  CERN.  By 
stuffing  it  into  their  enormous  proton 
accelerator,  we  were  able  to  find  that 
once  Fruitcake  is  accelerated  beyond 
the  speed  of  light,  it  transmogrifies  into 
that  other  most  detestable  holiday  gi  ft: 
the  poorly  woven  sweater. 


Nick  Day  - Toike  Staff 

As  last  month  was  the  first 
taste  of  midterms  for  most  Eng.  Sci. 
F!rosh,  almost  all  local  stores  are 
completely  out  of  lubricant.  This 
year's  F!rosh  headed  the  warnings  of 
the  upper-years  and  decided  not  to 
take  any  chances.  In  what  was  a mas- 
sive group  effort,  myself  and  nearly 
all  other  Eng.  Sci.  F!rosh  prepared 

“This  year’s  midterms 
really  drove  it  home.  ” 

valiantly  to  avoid  the  inevitable.  Most 
of  us  were  actually  pretty  confident 
in  our  preparedness  and  thought  that 
we  were  indeed  going  to  beat  the 
system.  Alas  all  the  preparatory 
measures  went  to  waste;  this  year's 
midterms  really  drove  it  home.  One 
student  describes  his  preparedness: 
"I  stocked  up  the  night  before  and 
lubed  up  pretty  nicely  for  the  now 
infamous  physics  midterm.  My 
thoughts  were  that  it  would  be  more 
than  enough  to  last  me  through  the 
whole  test.  But  to  my  surprise,  after 
completing  the  first  question  I was 
so  royally  screwed  that  no  amount 
of  lube  in  the  world  would  have 
eased  the  pain.  In  fact  it  still  stings 
like  hell  when  I walk  today."  The 
Physics  mid-term  however,  wasn't 
the  only  one  that  caused  pain.  If  it 
only  ended  there  fellow  sufferers! 
Many  a frosh  coming  out  of  calculus 
midterms  were  seen  wincing,  at  the 
verge  of  crying.  We  all  feel  and  un- 
derstand their  pain. 

Wondering  why  the  midterms 
were  so  penetrating  this  year,  I 
looked  for  some  answers  from  the 
Profs.  You  know,  the  friendly  peo- 
ple who  made  these  tests.  Strangely 
though,  none  of  the  Profs.  I con- 
tacted would  answer  my  calls  but  the 
Toike's  offices  did  receive  this  pecu- 


liar statement:  "I'm  happier  than  a 
dog  with  two  dongs  ...  rammed  a 
country  mile  up  the  Hershey  High- 
way!" It  is  yet  to  be  known  what  this 
code  language  means  but  what  we 
do  know  is  that  the  statement  origi- 
nated from  the  Calculus  Department. 
Who  you  ask?  Well,  if  you  don’t  al- 
ready know  from  the  statement  ... 
let's  just  say  his  lectures  are 
"Barboring." 

In  addition  to  the  strange  state- 
ment. sources  are  reporting  that  an 
experimental  cream  made  by  Eng. 
Sci's  for  Eng.  Sci's  is  in  development. 
Realizing  that  nothing  currently  on 
the  market  was  up  to  snuff,  a group 
of  this  year's  most  enterprising  Eng. 
Sci's  decided  to  develop  a remedy  to 
the  problem;  it's  being  dubbed  as 
"Operation  Anal  Rehabilitation."  The 
lead  designer  describes  how  he  de- 
cided enough  was  enough:  "I  had 

“There  will  be  two  lev- 
els of  protection  offered: 
normal  ana  delta  epsi- 
lon  strength.  ” 

commencement  the  weekend  after 
the  midterms  and  I was  walking  like 
a fucking  duck  the  whole  time.  Peo- 
ple were  wondering  what  the  hell 
happened  to  me.  After  that  embar- 
rassment, I gathered  a bunch  ofother 
fellow  sufferers  and  embarked  to  find 
a solution."  Initial  tests  are  promis- 
ing and  it  is  reported  that  there  will 
be  two  levels  of  protection  offered: 
normal  and  delta  epsilon  strenglh. 
And  if  you  are  wondering.  Engineer- 
ing Stores  will  carry  it  but  don't  get 
your  hopes  up;  the  release  date  is  yet 
to  be  announced.  However,  let's  just 
hope  it's  before  the  next  midterms. 
Until  then,  fellow  Eng.  Sci's  we  have 
to  take  it  up  the  arse  as  best  we  can! 


The  Rugby  Team  Won! 


Again! 


Fruitcake  Explained  - From  Page  1 


On  the  seventh  day  of  Christmas  my  true  love  gave  to  me  seven  fat  bastards  winning 
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Slices  of  Life:  In 

I just  got  back  from  a crazy 
trip.  Suffice  to  say  that  when  I left  it 
was  pitch  dark  and  foggy,  and  right 
now  it  is  daylight.  1 have  been  awake 
since  yesterday.  Enough  shit  talk 
though.  The  story  began  after  I read 
some  hullabaloo  about  these  Leonid 
meteor  showers.  1 don’t  even  think 
that’s  how  you  spell  it  but  that’s  okay 
too.  Apparently  this  stuff  only  hap- 
pens once  every  30  years.  I thought 
about  this  momentarily  and  realized 
it  would  make  more  sense  to  see  it 
now  than  when  I’m  50  years  old.  So 
I rung  up  two  friends  who  I knew 
would  be  up  for  a little  road  trip.  You 
see,  these  meteor  showers  are  one 
of  the  brightest  atmospheric  happen- 
ings aside  from  the  good  ole  Aurora 
Borealis.  The  funny  thing  is  that  it’s 
difficult  to  spot  them  in  the  city. 
Light  pollution  is  a harmless  thing 
that  still  ruins  a large  portion  of 
nighttime  mystery.  Anyways,  the  trip 
needed  to  be  somewhere  out  north. 
We  agreed  to  this.  So  off  we  left 

“We  passed  by  Oshawa, 
Stoufville?? , and finally 
some  other  crazy  town 
that  you  only  hear  about 
once  in  a while  in  the 
news.  ” 


from  Momingside  Road  out  in  East 
end  Scarborough  at  4: 1 5 AM  in  the 
morning.  We  didn’t  know  when  we 
would  get  back,  but  we  sure  didn’t 
plan  on  the  shit  we  had  to  go 
through.  1 figured  Momingside 
would  be  a bit  of  a problem,  so  I 
decided  to  go  up  Meadowvale  and 
past  the  Zoo.  We  wove  our  way 
North,  finallyrunning  into  something 
called  the  “Pickering-Scarborough 
Townline”  (heh  heh,  for  those  of  you 
who  know  that  the  townline  runs  N/ 
S and  yet  I had  been  claiming  to  be 
travelling  north,  kudos).  This  was 
good  and  bad  news  for  us.  Good  in 
that  it  must  run  North-South,  facili- 
tating our  escape  from  the  city,  but 
bad  in  that  it’s  out  in  the  middle  of 
bumfuck  nowhere.  Speaking  of 
which,  I haven’t  mentioned  just  how 
foggy  it  was  yet.  Let  me  just  say 
that  the  fog  was  so  intense  that  we 
realized  we  needed  to  go  a lot  deeper 
into  the  farmlands  to  stand  a chance. 
The  fog  was  so  bad  that  it  was  like 


Search  of  Leonid  and  other  things  to  do  at  5am 


we  were  wading  through  some  hor- 
rible vision  of  Apocalypse  now  mixed 
with  as  many  horror  movies  as  we 
could  think.  Anyway,  we  figured  it 
would  get  lighter  as  long  as  we  were 
moving  away  from  the  Lake.  That 
idea  seemed  to  hold  little  value  after 


This  image  has  nothing  to  do  with  this 
story  whatsoever. 

about  30  minutes  of  driving.  We 
passed  by  Oshawa,  Stoufville??,  and 
finally  some  other  crazy  town  that 
you  only  hear  about  once  in  a while 
in  the  news.  At  one  point  it  got  so 
foggy  that  we  gave  up  and  turned 
around,  stopping  in  a field  during  a 
particularly  dark  stretch  to  see  if  we 
could  catch  any  of  those  goddamn 
meteors.  So  being  idiots,  we  stood 
on  the  shoulder  dutifully  scanning  the 
Eastern  sky.  At  the  time  we  were 
saying  stuff  like  “is  that  a star?”  Or 
“woa  was  that  a meteor?”...  but  later 
we  would  be  consoled  with  the  fact 
that  the  night  had  been  entirely 
cloudy  as  the  morning  was.  But  onto 
our  trip  back.  This  is  where  things 
got  a little  haywire.  We  drove  back, 
supposedly  on  the  same  unerring 
path.  Theoretically  we  needed  to 
make  NO  turns  until  we  reached 
something  that  we  could  remember. 
That’s  a pretty  bad  way  to  handle 
directions.  So  what  we  ended  up 
doing  was  hitting  a fork  in  the  road 
where  there  should  have  been  a 
southern  pass.  A quick  glance  at  the 
roadsign  (god  bless  those  folks  who 
do  the  roads  and  signs  and  wonder- 
ful paint  on  the  rural  roads)  revealed 
that  we  were  lost.  Some  devious  flip- 
ping of  the  map  gave  me  a slight  clue 
of  where  we  were.  No  matter  what 
though,  it  was  difficult  to  get  over 
the  fact  that  we  were  in  the  complete 
darkness  and  silence  of  the  country- 
side. No  lights  or  signs  of  anything 
familiar.  To  make  a long  story  short, 
we  waddled  around  the  countryside, 
not  knowing  where  we  were  but  only 
knowing  our  position  by  how  close 
we  were  to  known  roads  on  the  map. 
Slowly  we  tightened  our  path  until 
we  found  a surefire  route  south. 


Everyone  knows  that  south  and  to- 
wards the  lake  means  cityscape.  Our 
first  sign  of  our  great  modem  world 
was,  believe  it  or  not:  A Wal-Mart. 
Nonetheless,  it  was  a moment  of  cel- 
ebration and  triumph  over  nature. 
We  had  found  our  way  back  as  we 
entered  curbed  streets  with  plenty  of 
traffic  lights  and  suburban  houses. 
The  only  thing  bugging  me  (as 
driver)  was  the  fact  that  we  were 
crossing  streets  called  “Adelaide, 
Dundas,  and  King  St.  E”.  Those 
names  are  usually  reserved  for  down- 
town. It  could  only  mean  we  were 
really  out  in  the  middle  of  nowhere. 
The  clincher  came  when  we  finally 
saw  a sign  saying  “401".  That  was 
our  saviour.  From  then  on,  we  were 
set.  There  was  only  a timer,  like  on 
a taxi,  turned  on  the  instant  we  hoped 
onto  401  west.  Because  after  that  it 
was  no  brainer:  drive  straight  until 
we  hit  the  exit  we  want.  It  was  all 
only  a matter  of  time  from  that  point. 
Life  became  predictable  again,  and 
then  we  got  our  reality  check:  To- 
ronto 57. 

Toronto  57?  You  might  ask? 
That’s  Fifty-Seven  kilometres. 
FIFTY  SEVEN  KILOMETRES. 
Where  the  fuck  were  we?  De- 
spite our  utter  confusion,  we  - 
managed  to  celebrate  the  fact 
that  we  were  really  off  course. 

High  fives  all  around  and  some 
whooping  out  the  window. 
Things  got  weird  then.  I have 
never  visited  Whitby.  Now  I was 
passing  through  it  from  the  FAR 
side.  Then  I was  passing  through 
Ajax  and  Pickering...  both  quite 


“High  fives  all  around 
and  some  whooping  out 
the  window.  Things  got 
weird  then.  I have  never 
visited  Whitby.  ’’ 


a fair  distance  from  where  we 
were.  Finally  I started  to  reach 
my  turf,  most  notably  Port  Un- 
ion Road.  Anyhow,  we  had  to 
go  past  that  because  we  were  on 
our  way  to  get  food.  Being  back 
home  was  a huge  relief.  After 
straying  60  km  away  from  our 
origin,  it  was  still  hideously  ob- 
vious that  it  was  now  6:30am  in 
the  morning  and  the  sun  was  up. 


Happy  Non-Denominational  Festive  Season 

Dear  Future  Mom  or  Dad, 

Just  remember  that  after  you  have  me,  the  par- 
ty s over.  Happy  Fucking  Festive  Season 

- your  Future  Baby 


Somehow  we  had  spent  two  and  a 
half  hours  getting  to  and  from  our 
vantage  point,  which  revealed  noth- 
ing of  those  damn  meteors  to  us.  I 
tell  you:  nothing  is  tastier  than  eggs, 
bacon,  and  homefries.  Except:  When 
it’s  $2.99.  So  maybe  you  know  a 
place  that  sells  breakfast  for  cheaper. 
But  does  it  do  that  for  24  hours  a 
day?  Perhaps  so.  But  we  still  have 
a winner  here.  The  brekkie  was 
good,  and  I made  sure  to  fill  up  the 
car  as  well  at  the  gas  station.  He/ 
She  deserved  the  fuel.  So  then  back 
to  drop  my  first  friend  off,  then  I 
dropped  the  second  one  off.  And  it’s 
me  all  alone  and  it’s  7:30am  in  the 
morning.  Sometimes  when  I was 
driving  home  it  still  felt  like  there 
were  people  in  the  car.  I parked  in 
the  driveway,  very  satisfied  that  I was 
able  to  sneak  back  into  the  house. 
Then  I sat  down  and  looked  around 
me.  My  room  is  exactly  as  I left  it: 
one  light  on  and  the  computer  in  idle. 
Except  sunlight  now  fills  the  room 
and  my  lamp  is  redundant.  So  I fig- 
ured the  best  thing  would  be  to  sit 
down  and  let  someone  else  know:  It’s 
8:22am  and  I just  got  back  from  the 
craziest  trip  ever.  I even  got  to 
proofread  this  once. 

Angelo  Gentile  and 
The  Blue  & Gold  Orchestra 

Present... 


Godiva  Week 

"A  full  week 
where  you  can 
have  fun  after 
the  exam  break 
guaranteed!" 
Angelo  Gentile 
B&G  Chair 


Announcement  #1 
- The  Chariot  Race 

There  are  some  things  you 

(Flrosh)  should  know  about 

the  Chariot  Race  during 

GODIVA  WEEK. 

1)  It  is  fun. 

2)  It  will  'get  physical1 

3)  Your  driver  must  touch 
the  chariot  while  it  is  in 
motion. 

4)  The  wheels  on  your 
chariot  have  a minimum 
diameter  - larger  than 
shopping  cart  wheels. 

5)  No  matter  how  hard  you 
try,  Flrosh  can't  win. 


Full  rules  will  be  published 
in  the  January  (7th)  Toike. 


On  the  eighth  day  of  Christmas  my  true  love  gave  to  me  eight  stolen  milk  crates 
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Culprits  Sought  as  Rash  Cases  of 
B.O.  Are  Reported  Across  Campus 


Happy  Fucking  Christmas  - Cannon  Guard 


Newest  RealityTV  Show: 
Survivor  Skule 


Susan  Hogle  (TIT) 

The  last  month  has  been  one  of  fear 
and  terror  for  many  U of  T students. 
For  the  post  now  carries  not  parcels 
of  love  from  home,  but  those  of  hate 
from  god  knows  where.  Just  a few 
weeks  ago,  a UC  student  was  the  first 
to  be  struck  down  with  what  re- 
searchers are  calling  "the  B.O.  from 
Hell"  (BOFH).  An  unsuspecting  let- 
ter arrived  at  the  residence  of  the 
unnamed  party,  there  was  no  reason 
to  suspect  only  hours  later  her  room- 
mate would  be  reaching  near  suffo- 
cation. Since  that  day,  as  many  of 
36  cases  of  the  disease  have  been 
confirmed  across  campus. 

Experts  say  that  the  best  way  to 
avoid  contracting  the  B.O.  is  to  know 
what  to  look  for,  and  stay  away  from 
it.  If  you  receive  a package  that 
smells  funny,  or  if  it  is  from  an  un- 
known source,  contact  the  U of  T 
Health  Unit,  vial  odors  unit  immedi- 
ately at  416-555-STINK.  Unfortu- 
nately though,  contact  with  the 
source  is  not  the  only  way  to  con- 
tract the  stench.  Close  contact  with 
a person  already  infected  is  also 
know  to  spread  BOFH.  Hence  it  is 
also  useful  to  know  how  to  pick  out 
someone  who  is  suffering.  Experts 
say  that  within  one  hour  of  contact 
with  the  source,  victims  will  start  to 
emit  a "cottage  cheese"  smell.  This 
is  often  the  first  symptom,  and  if 
caught  at  this  stage,  BOFH  can  of- 
ten be  treated  so  that  victims  only 
suffer  from  a less  form  of  the  Body 
Odor.  The  second  stage  of  BOFH  is 


"you  don't  need  to  be  an  engineer  to 
drive  trains.  You  just  need  a func- 
tional limb"  - Monty  Nandra 

"they're  called  teeth  because  they're 
like  teeth"  - Prof.  Emami 

"you  can  have  fun  & brush  your  hair" 

"engineers  respect  anyone  who's  get- 
ting some" 

"I'm  not  saying  I keep  it  real  all  the 
time,  cause  I obviously  don't  given 
my  neurosis...  BUT  I like  to  think 
that  I do  keep  it  real  on  a larger  ma- 
jority of  time  than  people  who  walk 
around  with  hard  plastic  bags,  talk 
like  they  are  the  smartest  shit  in  the 
world,  etc." 

"Real  world?  You  mean  that  shitass 
place  where  people  judge  you  for 
what  you've  accomplished?  Fuck 
that!!  1 live  in  the  CHILL  world 
where  homework  is  only  a state  of 


a slight  rash  in  the  areas  where  one 
usually  sweats  most  profusely.  Fol- 
lowing this,  victims  can  expect  to  see 
an  abnormal  amount  of  sweat  being 
released  from  the  body  at  any  point 
that  is  not  open  to  the  fresh  air.  Fi- 
nal stages  of  the  disease,  which  kick 
in  after  about  only  5 hours,  include  a 
drenching  sweat,  accompanied  by  a 

“A  smell  similar  to  pick- 
led  eggs  that  have  been 
sitting  in  the  sun  for  two 
weeks  next  to  a burning 
pile  of  garbage.  ” 

smell  similar  to  pickled  eggs  that 
have  been  sitting  in  the  sun  for  two 
weeks  next  to  a burning  pile  of  gar- 
bage. 

Fortunately  for  all  involved,  experts 
say  that  there  are  very  few  long-tenn 
effects  of  BOFH.  With  proper  treat- 
ment most  victims  can  return  to  their 
normal  scent  within  two  months.  Of 
course,  any  student  who  contracts 
the  disease  will  be  exempt  from  all 
exams,  and  at  the  recent  overwhelm- 
ing requests  from  the  faculty,  will  be 
forbidden  to  attend  any  lectures  for 
the  remainder  of  the  term.  If  you 
think  you  have  contracted  BOFH 
please  for  the  sake  of  others,  do  not 
leave  your  room!  Contact  the  vial 
odors  unit  at  416-5555-ST1NK  and 
a bio-emergency  team  will  be  at  your 
residence  in  minutes. 


mind,  and  cram  sessions  are  just  as 
effective  as  studying  every  night  like 
a mindless  Eng  Sci  zombie.  As  you 
can  see,  I am  quite  delusional."  - Kev 
Au 

"rev  up  the  batmobile  robin,  i feel  like 
wearing  some  tights." 

"whatever  happened  to  la  lights?" 

"you  must  spend  every  waking  mo- 
ment (and  dreams)  thinking  'I'm 
fucked  I'm  fucked  I'm  fucked'  non 
stop.,  because  otherwise  it’s  not  Eng 
Sci.  Otherwise  you're  taking  it  too 
lightly.  Or  rather,  you  should  take  it 
lightly  enough  that  you  are  perpetu- 
ally fucked  rather  than  being  right  on 
the  ball  all  the  time...  cause  that 
would  take  too  much  work."  - kev 
au 

"i  guess  just  remember  if  someone 
either  of  them  then  they  need  to  get 
it  from  me"  - Denis  Daly 


Mike  Diez  d'Aux  - Survivor  & 
"huge  " Destiny  s Chid  Fan 

Rumours  about  where  Survivor 
will  be  filmed  next  have  been  circulat- 
ing, and  the  TIT  entertainment  bureau 
is  pleased  to  announce  that  the  next 
Survivor  will  in  fact  be  filmed  at  Skule. 
The  new  show  will  be  based  in  the 
Sanford  Fleming/Galbraith  building, 
which  is  said  to  be  the  “single  largest 
Survivor  environment  ever,  possibly 
larger  than  Africa”.  It  is  projected  that 
frosh  will  be  used 
for  this  series,  as 
they  are  the  most 
susceptible  to  emo- 
tional outbreaks, 
as  well  as  being 
caught  whacking 
off  in  the  bath- 
rooms, thus  adding 
the  extra  "spice"  that  has  made  previ- 
ously filmed  Survivor  series  so  popu- 
lar. The  frosh  will  be  flown  in  by  heli- 
copter in  a similar  style  to  that  ofthe 
previous  series,  wherein  the  first  chal- 
lenge will  be  introduced  to  the  contest- 
ants, that  being,  How  the  hell  do  we 
fly  a helicopter  into  SF??  But  they’ll 
manage. 

Proposed  modifications  to  this 
series  will  include  the  dreaded  “CIV 


problem  set"  challenge,  the  “getting 
sick  at  SUDS”  challenge,  and  the 
"fudging  my  lab  results”  challenge.  It 
has  yet  to  be  determined  whether  all 
the  frosh  competitors  will  be  put  in  nsci; 
producers  fear  that  such  a lack  in  the 
social  skills  ofthe  competitors  will  re- 
sult in  lower  ratings.  The  key  element 
ofthe  show,  that  being  competitors  fall- 
ing in  love,  would  be  a mute  point  too, 
as  engineering  science  students  would 
be  more  concerned  with  finishing  their 
labs  on  time  than 
sex.  One  option  is 
for  all  competitors  to 
be  in  civ,  as  the  civ 
class  is  always  the 
best  looking,  and 
would  gain  more  rat- 
ings as  a result.  The 
TIT  has  learned  that 
producers  are  leaning  towards  the  lat- 
ter option. 

Voting  will  be  modified  slightlyas  well. 
Professors  will  vote  out  contestants 
based  on  categories  such  as  Loudest 
Snore,  Worst/Most/Longest  Questions 
Asked,  and  Most  Times  The  Competi- 
tor Drops  His/Her  Pen  Letween  The 
Seats  And  Can’t  Reach  ItAndCauses 
AHuge  Disruption  While  Asking  Oth- 
ers To DoSo ForHim/Her.  Theshow 
is  expected  to  air  next  year. 


Engineering  Quotes 


On  the  ninth  day  of  Christmas  my  true  love  gave  to  me  nine  dinner  dances 
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Toike  Circulation  Doubles Sort  Of 


Do  You  Realize  What  This  Means?  Waterloo  Has  Access  To  Both  Black  AND  Yellow  Paint! 


In  a bold  move  to  expand  mar- 
ket share  and  increase  revenue,  the 
Toike  Oike  has  decided  to  begin  dis- 
tributing copies  at  universities  other 
than  Toronto.  Of  course  I use  the 
term  “university”  lightly  because  the 
first  new  campus  to  get  Toiked  was 
Waterloo. 

On  Hallowe’en  a crew  of  two 
NSci  flrosh  and  an  upper  year  MIN 
packed  up  a few  thousand  copies  into 
the  Iron  Butterfly  delivery  truck  and 
headed  down  the  highway.  Upon 
reaching  Waterpoo  their  first  inkling 
was  to  try  and  figure  out  why  all  the 
buildings  smelled  like  hamster  cages, 
but  they  quickly  realized  that  they 
didn’t  want  to  know  the  answer. 
They  next  thought  it  would  be  a good 
idea  to  scout  the  engineering  build- 
ings to  find  some  newspaper  racks. 

After  getting  severely  lost  and 
retracing  their  steps  past  the 
EDCUM  office  many  times,  (yes, 
many  many  times)  they  eventually 
noticed  that  they  were  very  obviously 
being  followed  by  two  female 

“Of  course  I use  the 
term  “university” 
lightly  because  the  first 
new  campus  to  get 
Toiked  was  Waterloo.  ” 

EDCUM  officials  (no,  they  weren’t  hot, 
this  is  Waterloo,  remember?).  After 
trying  to  lose  the  girls  and  accidentally 
passing  the  EDCUM  office  for  about 
the  fifth  time,  the  Skule™  boys  soon 
found  themselves  being  trailed  by  an 
entourage  of  more  than  10 
Waterlosers.  It  being  Halloween  that 
night,  one  of  the  members  ofthe  chase 
party  was  in  costume  as  a banjo-car- 
rying yokel.  Then  again,  knowing  those 


Waterfools,  he  may  not  have  been  in 
costume  at  all,  but  in  any  event  he  pro- 
ceeded to  play  lame  banjo  chase  mu- 
sic as  they  blazed  through  the  repug- 
nant campus. 

Eventually  realizing  that  they 
could  not  escape  the  group-that-did- 
not-have-anything-else-to-do-but- 
follow-people-late-at-night,  the 
UofT  students  decided  to  use  their 
superior  intellect  to  escape.  The  three 
incognito  students  doubled  back  and 
asked  for  ‘directions  to  the  local 
pub’.  When  asked  why  they  were  at 
the  University  of  Waterpoo,  the  sim- 
ple response  of  “We’re  here  to  meet 
some  guy  named  Mike  Orr.  Do  you 
know  Mike  Orr?  He’s  9T9.”  resulted 
in  a clueless,  non-intellectual  look  on 
the  face  of  all  the  Waterlosers.  “We 
are  from  College  Boreal,  in 
Sudbury”,  said  one  cunning  UofT 
student  in  a thick  French  accent.  The 
foolish  EDCUM  immediately  began 
apologizing  for  their  harassment, 
begged  for  forgiveness  and  gave 
vague  directions  to  the  Alumni  pub. 
This  slip  gave  the  UofT  boys  the 
break  they  needed  and  over  the  next 
hour  they  were  able  to  flood 
Waterpoo ’s  campus  and  residences 
with  thousands  of  Toikes. 

With  the  bright  idea  of  throw- 
ing on  a backpack  full  of  newspa- 
pers and  heading  deep  into 
Waterlooser  territory,  one  student  suc- 
cessfully distributed  Toikes  all  over  the 
Engineering  buildings.  Placing  the 
Toikes  in  the  direct  vicinity  of  the 
EDCUM  office,  the  camouflaged  UofT 
student  moved  stealthly  through  the 
hallsofthe  hamster-smelling  buildings. 
Retracing  his  steps  as  he  left,  he  stum- 
bled upon  one  Waterloser  as  he  was 
about  to  pick  up  the  ever-popular 
Toike. 

“Holy  shit!”  he  exclaimed  upon 


first  reading  the  paper,  of  course  re- 
ferring to  the  quality  of  literature  he  had 
encountered  and  not  the  proximity  of 
his  hardhat  to  UofT  genitals.  “Get  the 
&%*#  out  here,  NOW!!” 

Like  mice  on  a sinking  ship, 
about  10  hamster-smelling  students 
came  out  of  the  EDCUM  room,  all 
running  at  a maximum  speed  of  2A- 
pi  mm/s.  Each  scooped  up  the  ever- 
so-popular  Toike,  and  was  in  awe  at 
the  frontal  picture.  The  reactions 
were  priceless:  “What  the  Hell?!!?” 
“If  I could  get  my  hands  on. . .”  “Oh 
my  god,  that  is  my  hard  hat  on  his  unit!” 

“’We  are  from  College 
Boreal,  in  Sudbury,  ’ 
said  one  cunning  UofT 
student  in  a thick 
French  accent.  ” 


“Wow,  those  guys  are  HOT,  why 
didn’t  I go  to  UofT?”  and  “Heh,  this 
paper  smells  cool.” 

After  a slight  brain  fart,  the  so 
called  ‘leader’  of  the  EDCUM  im- 
mediately barked  out  orders:  “GO 
FIND  THOSE  THREE  GUYS  WE 
WERE  CHASING  EARLIER!!! 
Scatter  now!  They  must  be  around, 
these  stylish  Toikes  JUST  got  here! 
Find  the  Toikes!  Dispose  ofthem  AS 
SOON  AS  POSSIBLE!  We  must  not 
let  others  know  of  our  disgraceful 
efforts  to  protect  our  hard  hats!” 
The  quiet  UofT  student  imme- 
diately left  the  vicinity  of  the  pissed 
off  Engineers.  Heading  for  the  clos- 
est exit  and  stashing  yet  another  stack 
of  newspapers,  he  stumbled  upon 
another  EDCUM  Waterloser.  Upon 
realizing  that  she  (no,  she  was  not  hot) 
Continued  on  Page  3 


This  Issue  Will  Be 
Fucking  Inclusive 

We  at  the  Toike  are  going  to  make  this 
issue  the  most  inclusive  issue  ever.  As 
such,  we  were  thinking  “why  fuck  only 
Christmas  and  Adam’s  Mom?  Why 
not  fuck  everything?” 

And  so... 

We  at  the  Toike  would  like  to 
wish  you  and  yours  a... 

Cheery  Fucking  Christmas 
Happy  Fucking  Hanukkah 
Krazy  Fucking  Kwanzaa 
Great  Fucking  Losar 
Tremendous  Fucking  Lenaea 
Stupendous  Fucking  Saturnalia 
Wonderful  Fucking  Winter  Solstice 
Rollicking  Fucking  Rohatsu 
Super  Fucking  Shankaranti 
Awesome  Fucking  Ramadan 
Astounding  Fucking  Yule 
Breathtaking  Fucking  Deepavali 
Surprising  Fucking  St.  Nicholas  Day 
Astonishing  Fucking  Bodhi  Day 
Remarkable  Fucking  Las  Posadas 
Marvellous  Fucking  Lailat  Ul-Qadr 
Wonderful  Fucking  Wigilia 
Bountiful  Fucking  Boxing  Day 
Ideal  Fucking  Id  Al-Fitr 
Drunken  FuckingNew  Year’s 
Voluptuous  Fucking  Door  Crasher 
Special  At  The  Bay 
Festive  Fucking  Feast  Of  Immaculate 
Conception 

Gregarious  Fucking  Festival  Of  Our 
Lady  Of  Guadalupe 
Delirious  Fucking  Day  ofNymphs 
Super  Fucking  Haloia  of  Demeter 
Happy  Fucking  Halcyon  Days 
Wonderful  Fucking  The  Mother’s 
Night 

“Drunken  FuckingNew 
Year  s ” 

Stupendous  Fucking  St.  Lucia’s  Day 
Happy  Fucking  Hari  Kugo 
Great  Fucking  Holy  Family 
Holy  Fucking  Holy  Innocents 
Astonishing  Fucking  Hogmany 
Festive  Fucking  Faunalia 
Surprising  Fucking  Festival  Of  Bona 
Dea 

Marvellous  Fucking  Mother  OfHealth 
Gregarious  Fucking  St.  Lucia’s  Day 

And  We  Aren’t  Fucking 
Kidding  - Have  Some  Fucking 
Fun  Over  The  Fucking  Non- 
Denominational  Festive 
Season  - Warmest  Fucking 
Regards  From  The  Fucking 
Toike  Oike  Staff 


On  the  tenth  day  of  Christmas  my  true  love  gave  to  me  ten  'lunging  Angelos’  leaping 
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Editorial: 

Engineers  Are  NOT  Bad  People 


There’s  a common  misconcep- 
tion at  U of  T.  Everyone  outside  of  the 
faculty  of  Applied  Science  and  Engi- 
neering assumes  that  all  engineers  are 
racist,  bigoted,  sexist,  homophobic, 
chauvinist,  and  misogynistic,  while  su- 
per-intelligent pigs.  Similarly,  most 
engineers  assume  that  all  Arts  and  Sci- 
ence students  are  shallow,  artificially 
deep,  Starbucks-loving,  airhead  com- 
munists. Both  stereotypes  are  admit- 
tedly true  for  a very  select  few  on  both 
sides,  but  most  of  the  engineers  I know 
are  not  bigots,  and  most  of  the  Artsies 
1 know  do  need  to  go  to  class,  once  in 
awhile. 

This  whole  business  of  “who  can 
hate  whom  more”  stems  from  a build- 
up of  angst  and  misunderstanding  on 
both  sides  that  has  been  going  on  for 
decades.  It  has  created  an  invisible 
wall,  blocking  all  communication  and 
dialog  between  the  two  faculties,  al- 
lowing the  baseless  and  hurtful  stere- 
otypes to  fester  and  grow  unchal- 
lenged. A prime  example  is  Flrosh 
week.  All  of  the  young,  timid  and  im- 
pressionable Flrosh  are  indoctrinated 
with  “Who  do  we  HATE:  Artsies!”  on 


Professor 

Football 

(or  Rugby) 

Ok  you  guys,  here’s  how  it  goes. 
Put  chalk  marks  on  the  blackboard  in 
your  class  - one  mark  near  the  left- 
hand  side  and  one  near  the  right.  The 
object  of  the  game  is  to  get  the  prof  to 
move  beyond  your  chalk  mark. 

Prof.  Football  works  best  when 
the  class  is  divided  into  two  big  teams 
- one  trying  to  get  the  Prof  all  the  way 
to  the  right  of  the  class,  the  other  team 
trying  for  the  left.  Whenever  the  Prof, 
moves  beyond  your  team’s  chalk 
mark,  record  a touchdown. 

The  goal  only  counts,  however, 
when  your  team’s  actions  caused  the 
Prof,  to  move.  Use  cunning  devices 
like  “Could  you  move  to  the  left  a little 
- 1 can’t  see  that  thing  on  the  board,” 
or  “could  you  close  the  door  - I’m  get- 
ting abit  cold,”  or  “could  you  open  the 
door  again  - I’m  having  di  fficulty  hear- 
ing everything  that’s  being  said  in  the 
hall,”  or  “could  you  go  over  the  last 
two  weeks  of  lectures  that  I’ve 
missed  while  pacing  back  and  forth 
predominantly  on  the  left-hand  side 
of  the  class?”  Always  remember  to 
thank  the  Prof,  without  him  or  her, 
you  wouldn’t  learn  anything  at  U of 
T,  and  you  certainly  wouldn’t  be  able 
to  score  nearly  as  many  touchdowns. 


one  side  and  “I’d  rather  be  an  Artsie 
that  a fucking  engineer!”  on  the  other. 
What  the  Flrosh  aren’t  told  is  that  this 
must  stop  after  Flrosh  week.  I’ve  gone 
undercover  (without  coveralls)  into 
various  Artsie  enclaves,  and  I’ve  met 
some  really  cool  (and  some  really  hot) 
people.  The  divisive  thinking  that  per- 
vades does  no  one  justice  and  cannot 
benefit  either  side. 

Will  things  change?  I don’t 
know.  For  real  change  to  occur,  both 
sides  have  to  lighten  up  a little  bit. 
Artsies  have  to  understand  that  engi- 
neers do  like  their  hardhats  - they  are 
symbols  of  our  status  as  engineers,  and 
as  such  will  go  to  great  lengths  to  pro- 
tect them.  On  the  other  side,  engineers 
must  understand  that  most  Artsies  do 
work  hard  in  their  programs,  and  not 
all  of  them  enjoy  the  sight  of  a hammer 
and  sickle  on  a red  background  adorn- 
ing the  SAC  dome. 

I guess  I could  be  barking  up  the 
wrong  tree:  maybe  it’s  impossible  for 
engineers  and  artsies  to  get  along,  but 
interminable  grudge  matches  do  seem 
like  such  a waste  of  time. 


Prof.  Football  is  a lot  less  painful  than 
most  physical  activities. 


Fun  Modifications 

- Field  Goals  - If  you  can  get  someone 
on  your  team  to  hit  your  chalk  line  just 
as  the  Prof  crosses  over  into  your  end 
zone,  double  the  points  for  the  touch- 
down. 

- Drunken  Prof.  Football  - Upon  each 
touchdown,  the  scoring  team  must 
immediatly  drink  and  ask  a question  to 
the  Prof,  about  BEvERages. 

- Wild/Cute  Animals  - Rather  than  us- 
ing voice  commands  to  move  the  Prof., 
tiyplacingawile  animal  such  as  a boar, 
tiger,  or  cute  kitten  on  the  appropriate 
endoftheblack board.  Thiswillen- 
sure  continual  point-scoring  during  the 
lengthoftheclass. 

- Rugby  Songs  - Rather  than  simple 
voice  commands,  sing  dirty  Rugby 
songs.  Score  majorpoints  ifthe  Prof, 
runs,  screaming  out  ofthe  room  while 
moving  through  your  end  zone. 


YOU  TOO  CAN 
WIN  FREE 
STORES  STUFF! 

Just  Participate  In  The  Monthly 
Toike  Poll/Contest 

Last  Month’s  Question: 

What  is  the  best  use  for  the  approximately  550  OTO-OT1  SkuleBooks  that 
are  currently  molding  in  EngCom,  waiting  for  0T4s  (who  paid  for  the  books 
with  their  Flrosh  kits)  to  pick  them  up? 

Last  Month’s  (Only)  Answer: 

Use  them  to  build  a shrine  on  which  to  display  the  Waterlooser  hardhats. 
[Not  a very  funny  or  creative  answer,  but  an  answer  none  the  less.  - Ed.] 

Last  Month’s  Winner:  Michael  Studniberg 

Michael  is  now  the  proud  owner  of  a duo-tang  full  of  sixteen  (yes,  16!) 
different  kinds  of  log  and  semi-log  paper.  He  can  claim  his  prize  by  contact- 
ing the  editor  at  toike@skule.ca 

This  Month’s  Question: 

Directly  below  this  text  there  is  a blank,  completely  virginal 
road  sign.  Fill  in  the  funniest  thing  you  can  think  of.  Points 
will  be  awarded  for  creativity,  humour,  deathwish-iness, 
accuracy  and  staying  within  the  lines.  Any  cheesy  puns  that 
are  submitted  will  be  faced  with  a horrible  and  untimely 
death.  To  enter  the  contest,  cut  out  the  sign  below,  fill  it  in, 
and  put  it  in  the  Toike  mailbox  outside  of  EngSoc  or  give  it  to 
me,  Don  McAuslan,  in  person. 


If  you  made  the  road  signs  on  campus,  what  would  this  one 
say?  Cut  out  the  sign,  fill  it  in,  and  drop  it  in  the  Toike 
mailbox  outside  of  EngSoc  for  a chance  to  win  Mystery 
Stores  Merchandise. 


On  the  eleventh  day  of  Christmas  my  true  love  gave  to  me  eleven  stoners  piping 
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I JUST  SHIT 


MY  PANTS 


DAMN 


please  Toike  safely 

Toike 

n.  (toike)  - extremely  funny  paper 
v 1 . to  toike  (a  person)  - the  act  of  taking 
a mostly  black  page  of  the  Toike  news- 
paper and  rubbing  it  on  a passerby, 
thereby  smearing  him  or  her  with  ink. 
v2.  to  toike  (a  door)  - the  act  of  taking  a 
newspaper  (though  usually  not  the  ven- 
erable Toike)  and  placing  it  between  a 
door  and  its  latch,  thus  preventing  the 
said  door  from  locking  shut. 


On  the  twelfth  day  of  Christmas  my  true  love  gave  to  me  twelve  wipeout  drummers 


